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or of fiddle-de-dee to fetch it for him then and there
when he called for it. Poor man, he's tired, but now
he hates me, and that's probably a pity: we can't
afford mutual hatred in India.
When, the day before yesterday, the Moslems
came back to College, there was an awkward
moment or two, for they had brought "garlands"*,
and on my way up to my office I nearly had to
"strike" several of my students to keep the garlands
from my neck.
It was bad form in them and alarming for me,
for on the lawn before my office were half a dozen
Hindu Professors.
In my office, when I reached it, was a Moslem
deputation of seven third-year students with a
framed apology, typewritten and surrounded by
red, painted flowers, like ill-drawn convolvuli, in a
cheap wooden frame and behind rather befingered
glass. Grotesque, perhaps, but such is man's sense
of pity and so oddly mixed with his habit of com-
puting the purchase price of favours, that the little
offering was strangely touching, and when I had
taken it I put it on my desk and looked hastily
elsewhere*
**eGarlands"-*-tinsel and flower chains -which Indian convention
throws around the neck of every momentary hero.
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